A hundred little plans we have to make,
A hundred little cares of foolish zeal
Beset our souls:

Still, still these loud insistent sounds
That deafen all our life with importunity,
With trivial hateful claims.

Settle our souls in silence at Thy feet,
That thus at last,

(The clamour dying swiftly, and Thy peace
Flooding our spirit with its healing grace)
Life may come back to us; our souls
May waken, open wide their eyes,
And see Thy face bent over us in love,
And feel Thy hand upraising us,
And know again our home.
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ROUND us is infinity,
And we are nothing.

Star beyond star:
Universe beyond universe,
Unending for ever:

A million years to the making of man,

A thousand million to the making of the rocks:

We are beset, this side and that side, by eternity:
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